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TO THE 
CQUNTESS 
OF 


SALISBURY. 


Mavan, 


my; 55 HE Nature of my Subject 
>| pointed out my Patroneſs, 
and ſcarce left me the Li- 
berty of a Choice. I hope 


it may be ſome Excuſe for my Preſump- 
tion, that the following Story could 
e ny not 


The Dedication. 


not have been read without Thoughts 
of the Counteſs of Salisbury, though 


it had been Dedicated to Another. 


Vertue and Be auty met in the Youth. 


ful and High-Born Lady Jaxz Gkar, in 


a wonderful Perfection ; and; as their 


Nature is, they mutually aſſiſted each 
other. Her Beauty was more beauti- 


ful, becauſe ſhe was Vertuous; nor am 
I afraid to ſay, on the other Hand, 
that her Religion it ſelf admitted of Ad- 
vantage, and receiv'd Prevalency, as 
well as Luſtre, from the Elegance of 
her Mien, and the Gracefulneſs of 
her Perſon. 


Thoſe good Men rather with well to 
Vertue, than underſtand her true In- 
tereſt, who think too {lightly of what 
is agreeable to the Sight. As long as 
we have Paſſions, as well as Reaſon, we 
ſhall own the: Force of outward - Ap- 
pearances ; by the Mis fortune of Hu- 

| manity, 


The Dedication. 
manity, our Hearts are naturally ſhut 
againſt that which is only Good+; but 

when that which is Lovely joins with i it, 
the latter makes Intereſt with our Sen- 
ſes for the Admiſhon. of the former, 
and the former calls in our Reaſon to 
embrace the latter; and thus is brought 
about a happy Union and Concurrence 
of the whole Perſon, ſo miſerably di- 

vided uſually, and at Variance with 
himſelf. We may fix our Eyes on a 
fair Example of Piety, to an utter De- 
teſtation of our Vices, and Gaze our 
ſelves into A Newnels of Life. 


Hence 158 4 double Obligation on 
the Beautiful to be Good; and to ſee 


the Charms of Mind and Perſon ſepara- 
ted, becomes a too juſt Occaſion of our 
Concern; To beheld à Perſon: only 
Vertuous, ftirs in us a prudent Regret ; 
to behold a Perſon only Amiable to 
the Sight, warms us with a Religious 
Indignation ; - but to turn our * on 


A 


The Dedication. 


a Counteſs of Salisbury, gives us Plea- 
ſure and Improvement; it works a 
Sort of Miracle, occaſions the By. 


als of our Nature to fall off from | 


Sin, and makes our very Senſes and 
Aſffections Converts to Religion, and 
Promoters of our Duty. 


There is not in Nature a more glo- 
rious Scene, than He. enjoys, who by 
Accident overſees a Great, and Young, 

and Beautiful Lady in her Cloſet of 
Devotion, inſtead of Gaiety, and Noiſe, 
and Throng, ſo natural to the Qua- 
lities juſt mention d; all is ſolemn, and 
ſilent, and private. Pious Meditation 
has carry d her away into a Forgetful- 
nels of her lovely Perſon, which no one 
but herſelf can forget! All her exqui- 


lite Features axe animated with Religion 


in ſuch a Manner, as to make any > . 


centious Thought 1 in the er im- 


pious and . All her Motions 


and Poſtures, wy Gracefulneſs in 


othe rs 


The Dedlication. 
others nught be a Foundation for Pride, 
and be thought an Excuſe for Omiſſions 
in Duty, are full of Humiliation, and 
pious N eglect! Thoſe Eyes, which 
cannot be ſhew'd in Publick without in- 
terrupting the Buſineſs of the World, 
fixing Thouſands in Attention, and 
ſuſpending the Purſuits of Avarice and 
Ambition, are devoutly rais d, and im- 
portunately faſten'd on an Inviſible Ob- 
ject ; offering holy Violence for thoſe 
good Things, the Thoughts of which in 
wlgar Minds, keep Company, for the 
moſt part, with nothing but Wrinkles, 
rey-Hairs, and Infirmity! What a ra- 
tant Glimpſe of Heaven is this! All 
the divine and raviſhing Appearances, 
which are form'd of Angels and Saints 
In Glory, were at firft ſuggeſted to the 
Mind of Man by ſuch a Sight. 


They who are acquainted with the 

charadeer of the Lady JANE, will 
not look on this as foreign; they that 

B are 


The Dedication. 
are not, but have the Honour of 
knowing the Counteſs of Salisbury, 
will make Another ſufficient Excuſe for 
this ſeeniing Digreſſion of, 


Mapa, 
| Tour moſt Obedient 


And moſt Humble Servant, 


EDwaRrD YouNG 
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BOOK I. | 
— AF ehe eis Inmina tollem, = 


Lumina; nam tener arcehont vincula palmas. Virg, 


ROM lofty Themes, from Thoughts that ſoar'd 


(on high, 
And open d wond'rons Scenes above the Sky, 


My Muſe deſcend: Indulge my fond Deſire, 
With ſc ofter Thoughts my melting Soul inſpire, 
. And 


2 The Force of RELIGION; or, 


And ſmooth my Numbers to a Female's Praiſe: 
A partial World will liſten to my Lays, 
| While ANNA reigns, and ſets a Female Name 


Unrivald in the Glorious Liſts of Fame. 


Hear, ye fair Daughters of this happy Land, 
Whoſe radiant Eyes the vanquiſh'd World command, 
Who, round your Queen Majeſtick and Divine, 
Like Glories beaming from an Angel, ſhine, 

Vertue is Beauty: But when Charms of Mind 
With Elegance of outward Form are join'd; 
When Youth makes ſuch bright Objects ſtill more 
And Fortune ſets them in the ſtrongeſt Light * 
"Tis all of Heaven that we below may view, 
And all, but Adoration, is your Due. . 
Fam d Female Vertue did this Iſle adorn 
© Ormond, or her Glonous Quz EN was born: 
EET When 
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when now Maria's powerful Arms prevail'd, 
And haughty Dudley s bold Ambition fail'd, 
The beauteous Daughter of Great Suffolks Race, 
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In blooming Youth, adorn'd with evry Grace; 
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Who gain'd a Crown by Treaſon not her own, 
And innocently filld Another's Throne, 
Hurl'd from the Summit of Imperia! State, 
with equal Mind ſuſtain d the Stroke of Fate. 
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But how will Guilford, her far Dearer Part, 
With manly Reaſon fortify his Heart ? 


At once ſhe Longs, and is Afraid to know : 


— 42 -- Lan) — — ee” 
— — 


Now {ſwift ſhe moves, and Now advances {low 
To find her Lord; and finding, paſſes by 14 
Silent with Fear, nor dares ſhe meet his Eye: 
Leſt that Unask d, in Speechleſs Grief, diſcloſe 


The mournful Secret of his inward Woes. 
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Thus after Sickuels. doubtful of her Face, 
The melancholy Virgin ſhuns the Glaſs. 
At 
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At length, with troubled Thought, but Look ſerene, 
And Sorrow ſoften d by her heavenly Mien, 
She claſps her Lord, brave, beautiful, and young; 


While tender Accents melt upon her Tongue; 


Gentle, and ſweet, as vernal Zephyr blows, 
Fanning the Lilly, or the blooming Roſe. 


„ Grieve not, my Lord, a Crown indeed isloſt; 
© What far out-ſhines a Crown, we ſtill may boaſt, 
* A Mind compos d; a Mind that can diſdain, 
4A fruitleſs Sorrow for a Loſs ſo vain. 


Nothing is Loſs that Vertue can improve 


© To Wealth eternal, and Return above; 


* Above, where no Diſtinction ſhall be known 

„ *Twixt him whom Storms have ſhaken from a 
(Throne, 

« And him, who baſking in the Smiles of Fate, 


* Shone forth in all the Splendour of the Great ; 


Nor can I find the Diff rence here below; 


I lately was a Queen, I ſtill am | REN 
N 8 „While 


Vanquiſi'd LOVE. 


While Guilford's Wife: Thee rather I obey, 

« Than o'er Mankind extend Imperial Sway. 

« When we lye down in ſome obſcure Retreat, 
Incens d Maria may her Rage forget, 

And I to Death my Duty will improve, 
„And what you mils in Empire, add in Love— 
* Your Godlike Soul is open'd in your Look, | 
* And I have faintly your great Meaning ſpoke. il 
* For this alone I'm pleasd I wore the Crown, 


* To find with what Content we lay it down. 
* Heroes may win, but 'tis a Heavenly Race 


Can quit a Throne with a becoming Grace. 


. — —— 


Thus ſpoke the faireſt of her Sex, and cheer d 
Her drooping Lord, whoſe boding Boſom feard 
A darker Cloud of Ills would burſt, and ſhed 
deverer Vengeance, on her guiltleſs Head : 


Too juſt alas the Terrors which he felt! 


* — - —— 
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Forlo a Guard! ——Forgive him if he melt— 


How 


6 The Force of RELIGION; or, 


How ſharp her Pangs, when ſever'd from his Side, P 
The moſt ſincerely lov'd, and loving Bride; ( 
In Space confin'd, the Muſe forbears to tell, N 

| E 


Deep was her Anguiſh, but ſhe bore it well. 
His Pain was equal, but his Vertue leſs, 

He thought in Grief there could be no Exceſs. 
Penſive he ſate, O ercaſt wh gloomy Care, | 
And often fondly claſp'd his Abſent Fair, 

Now ſilent, wander through his Rooms of State, 
And ſicken d at their Pomp, and tax d his Fate; 
Which thus adorn'd in all her ſhining Store, 

A ſplendid Wretch, magnificently poor. 


Now on the Bridal Bed his Eyes were caſt, 


And Anguiſh fed on his Enjoyments paſt 
Fach recollected Pleaſure made him ſmart, - 


And ev'ry Tranſport ſtabb'd him to the Heart. 


That happy Moon, which ſummon'd to Delight ; 


That Moon which ſhone on his dear nuptial Night, 
Which 
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Which ſaw him fold her yet untaſted Charms 
Deny d to Princes) in his lopging Arms; 
Now ſees the tranſient Bleſſing fleet away, 
Empire and Love! the Viſion of a Day. 


Thus in the Britzh Clime a Summer-Storm 
Will oft the ſmiling Face of Heav'n deform, 
The Winds with Violence at once deſcend, 
Sweep Flow'rs and Fruits; and make the Foreſt bend K 
A ſudden Winter, while the Sun is near, 
Ocrcomes the Seaſon, and mverts the Year. 


But whither is the Captive born away, 
The beauteous Captive, from the cheerful Day? > 
The Scene is chang” d indeed, before her 18 
Il-boding Looks, and unknown Horrors riſe : 
For Pomp and Splendor, for her Guard and Crown, 5 
A gloomy Dungeon, and g Keeper 8 Frown ; 5 | 
Black Thoughts, each Morn, invade the Lover s Breaſt, 
Exch Night, a Ruffian locks the Queen to Reſt. 
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Ah maurnful Change, if judg d by vulgar Minds; 
But Srffolk's Daughter, its Advantage finds. 
Religions Force Divine is beſt diſplayd 
In a Deſertion of all Human Aid: | 
To ſuccour in Extreams, is her Delight, 

And cheer the Heart, when Terror ſtrikes the Sight 
We, diſbelieving our own Senſes, gaze, | 
And wonder what a Mortal's Heart can raiſe, - 

To triumph o'er Misfortunes, ſmile in Grief, 

And comfort thoſe who come to bring Relief: 

We gaze; and as we gaze, Wealth, Fame, decay, 


And all the World's vain Glories fade away. 


Againſt Io Cares ſhe rais d a dauntleſs! Mind, 
And with an ardent Heart, but moſt ref ign d, 
Deep in the dreadful Gloom, with pious Heat, 
Anud the Silence of her dark Retreat, 
Addreſt her God—* Almighty Powr Div! vine! 1 
” "Tis Thine to raiſe, and to depreſs i is Thine, 
* With Honour to light up the Name > unknown, 


* Or to put out the Luſtre of a Throne, 64 1 
8 J " 1 


Vanquiſbd Lov. 9 | 
In my ſhort Span both Fortunes I have prov d, | 
© Nor hope the Prifoner leſs than QUztN Lelov'd: 
« J bear it all, (oh ſtrengthen me to bear!) 
« And if my Piety may claim thy Care; 

© If I remember'd in Youth's giddy Heat, 


And Tumult of a Court, a future State; 


Oh favour! when thy Mercy I implore 

For one who never guilty Septen bore! 

© "Twas I receiv'd the Crown my Lord is free; | 
If it muſt fall, let Vengeance fall on me. 
Let him ſurvive, his Country's Name to raiſe, f 
„And in a guilty Land to ſpeak Thy Praiſe! 5 
Oh may th Indulgence of a Father's Love, 

* Pour'd forth on me, be doubP d from above! 


* If theſe are ſafe, T'll think my Prayers ſucceed, 
© And bleſs wy. tender Mercies whilft I bleed. 


Twas now the mmournful Eve before that Day, 
In which the Queen t to her full Wrath gave Way; | 
C2 Thro? 
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10 The Force of RELIGION; or; 


Thro' rigid Juſtice ruſh'd into Offence, 
And drank in Zeal the Blood of Innocence. 
The Sun went down in Clouds, and ſeem d to mourn 
The ſad Neceility of his Retarn 

The hollow Wind, and melancholy Rain, 

Or did, or was imagin'd to complain. 

The Tapers caſt an in-auſpicious Light; 

Stars there were none, and doubly dark the Night, 


Sweet Innocence in Chains can take her Reſt, 
Soft Slumber gently creeping thro her Breaſt, 5 
She ſinks; and in her Sleep i 18 re-inthron? d, 
Mock'd by a gaudy Dream, and vainly Crown a; 
She views her Fleets and Armies, Seas and Land, 
And ſtretches wide her Shadow of Command: 
With Royal Purple is her Viſion hung; 

By Fantom Hoſts are Shouts of Conqueſt rung; 0 
Low at her Feet the Suppliant Rival lies, T7) 
Our Captive monrns her Fate, and bids her riſe. 


Now 


. 3 G k 
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Now. level Beams upon the Waters play d, 
Glanc'd on the Hills, and Weſtward caſt the Shade. 
The buſy Trades in Cities had began — 
To ſound, and ſpeak the painful Life of Man. + 4 
In T yrants I breaſts the Thoughts of Vengeance rouze, . : 


And the fond Bridegroom turns him to his Spouſe. i 


At this firſt Birth of Light, whale. Morning breaks, | | 
Our Spouſeleſs Bride, our Widow! d Wife aurakes; 1 ö a 
Awakes, and imules nor Night v Impoſture! blames: ; . | 
Her real Porps, were little PAgre than Dreams; * | 

A wort l > Blaze, a Light ning quickly 0 er, | 1 | 
That dy; din Birth, that ſhone, 7 and were. no more: by | 
ve turps her Side, and ſoou- reſiimes a State h 
cf Mind, well ſuited to her alter d Fate, 5 I 
rene, tho ſericus; when dread Tidings come ji 
(Ah wretched;Guilford!) of. her inſtant Doom. | 
Im, hide thy Beams; in cad had Nb. 455 i 
Wl hy Face inyolye ; be guiltleſs of the Sight, j 
| | Or 1 
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Or haſte more ſaiftly to the Weſtern Main; 
Nor let her Blood the conſcious Daylight ſtain. 


Oh how ſevere! to fall ſ> new a Bride, 
Yet bluſhing from the Prieſt; in youthful Pride; 
When Time had juſt matur d each perfect Grace, 
And open d all the Wonders of her Face! 
To leave her Guilford dead to all Relief, 
Fond of his Woe, and obſtinate in Grief 
Unhappy Fair! whatever Faney drew, 
(Vain promis d Bleſſings 9 vaniſh from fer View : 
No Train of cheerfut Days, endearivig Nights, 
No ſweet Domeſtick Joys, and chaſtDelights, 
Pleaſures that bloſſom ev'n fom Poubts, and Ras,” x 
And Bliſs, and Rapture rifing'ont of Cares 
No little Guilford, with paternal Grace, 
Lull' on her Knee, or fmiling in her Face, 
Who, when her deareft Father ſhalFreturn, 
From pouring Tears on her untimely Urn, 
| Might 


—— _ 
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Might comfort to his Sitver Hairs impart, 

And fill her Place in his Indulgent Heart: 

As where Fruits fall, quick riſing Bloſſoms ſinile, 
And the bleſs d Indian of his Care beguilc. 


Tn vain theſe various Reaſons jointly preſs, 
T o blacken Death, and heighten her Diſtreſs, 
She 'thro' th' encircling Terrors darts her Sight, 
To the bleſsd Regions of eternal Light, 
And fills her Soul with Peace; to weeping Friends 
Her Father and her Lord ſhe recommends ; 
Unmov'd her Self; her Foes her Air ſurvey, 
And rage to ſee their Malice thrown away. 
She ſoars ; now nought on Earth detains her Care — 
But Guilford ; who ſtill ſtruggles for his Share. 
Still will his Form impottunately rife, - 
Clog, and retard her Tranfport to the Skies; 
As trembling Flames now take a feeble Flght, 
Now catch the Brand with a returning Light. 
1 Thus 
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Thus her Soul onward, for the Seats above, f 
| Falls fondly back, and kind les into Love: r 
At length ſhe conquers in the doubtful Field; 
That Heaven ſhe ſeeks, will be her Guilford's Shield, 


Now Death is welcome; his Approach is flow ; 


Is tedious longer to expect the Blow. 


Oh! Mortals, ſhort of Sight, who think the paſt 
Oerblown Misfortune, ſtill ſhall prove the laſt: 
Alas! Misfortunes travel in a Train, 

And oft in Life form one perpetual Chain; 


Fear buries Fear, and IIls on Ills attend, 


Till Life and Sorrow meet one common End. 


She thinks that ſhe has nought but Death to fear, 
And Death is conquer'd. Worſe than Death is near, 
Her rigid Tryals are not yet complete, 

The News arrives of her great Father's Fate. 
She ſees his hoary Head all white with Age, 
A Victim to th offended Monarch's Rage. 
How 


Vanquiſh'd Lo V k. 


How great the Mercy, had ſhe breath d her laſt, 
Fer the dire Sentence on her Father paſt ! 


A fonder Parent Nature never knew, 
And as his Age increas d, his Fondneſs grew. 
A Parent's Love ne er better was beſtow d, 
The pious Daughter in her Heart o erflow d. 
And can ſhe from all Weakneſs ſtill refrain? 
And ſtill the Firmneſs of her Soul maintain ? 
inpoſſible 1 a Sigh will force its Way; 
One patient Tear her mortal Birth betray ; 
he ſighs and weeps, but ſo ſhe weeps and fighs, 
ks ſilent Dews deſcend, and Vapours riſe. 


Celeſtial Patience How doſt thou defeat | 


he Foe” 's proud Menace, and elude his Hate? 


While Paſſion takes "02 Part, betrays our Peace; 
[9 Death and Torture ſwells each flight Diſgrace; 
* 
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By not oppoſing, Thou doſt Ills deſtroy, 


And wear thy conquer d Sorrows into Joy. 


Now ſhe revolves within her anxious Mind, 
What Woe ill lingers i in reſerve behind. 
Griefs riſe on Griefs, and ſhe can ſee no Bound, 
While Nature laſts, and can receive a Wound. 
The Sword is drawn; the Queen to Rage inclin d, 
By Mercy, nor by Piety confin'd. 
What Mercy can the Zealot's Heart aſſwage, 
Whoſe Piety it ſelf converts to Rage ? 5 
She thought, and ſigh'd. And now the Blood began 
To leave her beauteous Cheek all cold and wan. 
New Sorrow dimm d the Luſtre of her Eye, 
And on her Check the fading Roſes die. 
Alas! ſhould Guilford too — when now ſhe's brought 
To that dire View, that Precipice of "TR 


Whil 
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While there ſhe trembling ſtands, nor dares look down, 1 
Nor can recede, till Heaven's Decrees are known, i 
Cure of all Ills, till now, her Lord appears, 
But not to cheer her Heart, and dry her Tear: 
Not now, as uſual, like the riſing Day, 

To chace the Shadows, and the Damps away: 

But, like a gloomy Storm, at once to ſweep 


And plunge her to the Bottom of the Deep. 
Black were his Robes, dejected was his Air, 
His Voice was frozen by his cold Deſpair; 

Slow, like a Ghoſt, he mov d with Os Pace, 
A gig Paleneſ ſate opal his | FARE: SER PR 
Back ſhe yecoil'd, d, ſhe fu mote her lovely Brea. 
Her Eyes the Anguiſh of her Heart ntl; 
Struck to the Soul, ſhe agger' d with the Wound, 
And ſunk a breathlels Image tothe Ground, 


CY A 
PP 0 ͥ PR —— _ 0 
. * — 8 
— —C Coe LE od % 2 — 
— — — = — - = -— — 


D 2 


18 The Force of RELIGION 3 or, 


Thus the fair Lily, when the Sky's o ercaſt, 
At firſt but ſhudders in the feeble Blaſt 1 
But when the Winds, and weighty Rains deſcend, 
The fair and upright Stem is forc'd to bend; 


Till broke at length, its ſnowy Leaves are ſhed, 


And ſtrow with dying Sweets their native Bed. 
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Hic Pietatis honos ? 1 ic 10s in _—_ 98 N Ving. 


| T E L L me, fair Cecil, (who ſhould better tell, 
"Than You, in whom reſembling Beauties ave?) 
Where, for that Moment, fled the brighter Grace, 
The Bloom, and ſprightly Luſtre of her Face? 

1 


Hovring in Fondneſs o'er her Guilford? s Head? 


And with a Kiſs recals her fleeting Breath. 


5 But Sobs ruſhy di WW ande ev ry Accent broke : 
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Say, loiter d it Below, and humbly choſe N 
To make the Lily fair, and fluſh the Roſe? 1 W 
Or did it mount to Heav'n, from whence it came, 

And there with Eaſe aſſume an Angel 8 Name? 5 


But rather ſay, where pleas d her Soul to rove; 
Sought it the glorious Martyrs crown 'd above? 
Or did it Here its airy Being ſpread, 


Guilford, who claſps her beautiful in Death, 


To Tapers thus, which by a Blaſt expire, 

A lighted Taper touch'd, reflores the Fire. 

She rear d her ſwimming Eye, and ſaw the Light, 
And Guilford too, or ſhe had loath'd the Sight. 

Her Father's Death ſhe bore, deſpis'd her own, 

But now ſhe muſt, ſhe will have Leave to groan: 
Ah! Quilford, ſhe began, and would have ſpoke, | 


* - wi , 


1 24 


852 | Reaſon 
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J Reaſon itſelf, as Guſts of Paſſion bleu, 
Was ruffled in the Tempeſt, and withdrew. 


So the Youth loſt his Image in the Well, 
When Tears upon the yielding Surface fell: 
The ſcatter d Features ſlid into Decay, 


And ſpreading Circles drove his Face away. 


To touch the ſoft Aﬀections, and controul 


The manly Temper of the braveſt Soul, 

What with afflicted Beauty can compare, 
And Drops of Love, diſtilling from the Fair? 
It melts us down; our Pains delight beſtow, 


| And we with Fondneſs languiſh o'er our Woe. 


This Guilford prov'd, and with Exceſs of Pain, | 
And Pleaſure too, did to his Boſom ſtrain = 
The weeping Fair. Sunk deep in ſoft Deſire, 
Indulg'd his Love, and nursd the raging Fire. 
Then tore himſelf away, and ſtanding wide, 


As fearing a Relapſe of Fondneſs, cry'd, | 
'E With 
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With ill-diſſembled Grief; © My Life, forbear, 

© You wound your Guilford with each cruel Tear, 
Did you not chide my Grief? repreſs your own); 
Nor want Compaſhon for your ſelf alone. 
Have you beheld how from the diſtant Main, 
* The thronging Waves rowl on a numrous Train, | 
* And foam and bellow, till they reach the Shore, | 
“ There burſt their noiſy Pride, and are no more? | 
* Thus the ſucceſſive Flows of human Race, 

* Chac'd by the coming, the preceding Chace ; 


* They ſound, and ſwell, their haughty — 
(rear, 
* Then fall, and flatten, break, and diſappear. 


“Life is a Trifle we muſt ſhortly pay, 

* And wheres the mighty Lucre of a Day ? 

* Why ſhou!d you mourn my Fate? "Tis moſt un- 
| | kind; 

* Your own you bore with an unſhaken Mind; 

And which can you imagine was the Dart 

** That drank moſt Blood, ſunk deepeſt in my Heart 

I cannot live without yon, and my Doom 

I meet with Joy, to ſhare one common Tomb.— 


« And 
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„And are again your Tears profuſely ſpilt! 


* Oh! then my Kindneſs blackens to my Guilt, - 


„It foils itſelf, if it recal your Pain; 
Life of my Life, I beg you to refrain; 
The Load which Fate impoſes, you increaſe, 


* And help Maria to deſtroy my Peace. 


But oh! againſt bimſelf his Labour turn'd , 


The more He comforted, the more She mourn'd 


Compaſſion ſwells our Griet, Words ſoft and kind, 


But ſooth our Weaknels; and diſſolve the Mind: 


Her Sorrow flow'd in Streams, nor Hers alone, 


While That he blam'd, he yielded to his own. 


Where are the Smiles ſhe wore, when ſhe fo late 


Haild him, great Partner of the Regal State; 
When orient Gems around her Temples blazd, 


And bending Nations on the Glory gazd? 


But there's a ſure. Viciſſitude below 


Of Light and Darkneſs, Happincſs and Woe ; 
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The Dawn of Day 1s an Approach to Night, 
And Grief is the Concluſion of Delight. 


Tis now the Queen's Command, they both retreat 
To weep with Dignity, and mourn in State: 
She forms the decent Miſery with Joy, 
And loads with Pomp the Wretch ſhe would deſtroy, 
A ſpacious Hall is hung with Black, all Light 
Shut out, and Noon- day darken'd into Night. 
From the Mid-roof a Lamp depends on high, 
Like a dim Creſcent in a clouded Sky. | 
It ſheds a quiv'ring melancholy Gloom, 
Which only ſhews the Darkneſs of the Room, 
A ſtaining Ax is on the Table laid, 
A dreadful Sight, and glitters thro' the Shade. 


In this {ad Scene the Lovers are confin'd; 
A Scene of Terrors to a guilty Mind! 
A Scene that wou d have damp with riſing Cares, 


And quite extinguiſh'd ev'ry Love but theirs. 


What 
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What can they do? They fix their mournful Eyes, 
Then Grilford thus abruptly ; © I deſpiſe 

« An Empire loft, I fling away the Crown 
Numbers have laid that bright Deluſion down: 

« But where's the Charles, or Diocleſſan where, 
Could quit the Blooming, Wedded,Weeping Fair? 
© Oh to dwell ever on thy Lip! to ſtand 

© In full Poſſeſſion of thy ſnowy Hand! 

And thro' th unclouded Chryſtal of thy Eye, 

* The heavnly Treaſures of thy Mind to ſpie! 
Till Rapture Reaſon happily deſtroys, 

« And my Soul wanders thro! immortal Joys! 

© Give me the World, and aſk me where's my Bliſs, 
* Iclaſp thee to my Breaſt, and anſwer This, 


And ſhall the Grave He groans, and can no 


(more, 
But all her Charms 1 in Silence traces o er; | 


Her Lip, her Cheek, and Eye, to Wonder wrought, 
And wond'rinz ' ſees in fad prefaging T honght, 
From that fair d deck, that world of Beauty fall, 
And row] along the Duſt, a Shaſtly Ball 
Ch! 
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Oh! let thoſe tremble who are greatly bleſsd 
For who but Guilford, could be thus diſtreſs d ? 
Come hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 
From flow Ty Meadows, and from Rooms of State; 
Nor think I call, your Pleaſures to deſtroy, 
Ent to refine, and to exalt your Joy; 
Weep not; but ſmiling fix your ardent Care 


On nobler Titles, than the Brave or Farr. 


Was ever ſuch a mournful moving Sight? 


See, i you can, by that dim, trembling Light; 


Now they embrace; and mix d in hitter Woe, 


Like I/, and her Thames, one Stream they flow. 


Now they ſtart wide; fix d in benumbing Care, 
They ſtiffen into Statues of Deſpair. 


Now tenderly ſevere, and fiercely kind, 


They ruſm at once, they fling their Cares behind, 


And claſp, as if to Death; new Vows repeat, 
And quite wrap d up in Love, forget their Fate. 
| A 
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A ſhort Deluſion! for the raging Pain 


Returns, and their poor Hearts muſt bleed again. 


| So when fierce Tempeſts the rough Ocean ſwell d, 
Two friendly Veſſels once theſe Eyes beheld; | 
Now run in Circles, in a Line now fly, 
Now reel, now ſleep, now ſink, now hang on high; 
| Thus, with Variety of Terror, preſs 
| Through all the dreadful Changes of Diſtreſs. 


Mean Time, the Qu EE N new Cruelty decree'd; 


| Butill-content that they ſhould only blecd, 


APricſt is ſent, who with infidious Art, 

Inſtils his Poyſon into Suffolk Heart; | 
| And Guilford drank it, hanging on the Breaſt ; | 
He from his Childhood was with Rome poſſeſt. 
When now the Miniſters of Death draw nigh, | 
And in her deareſt Lord ſhe firſt muſt die, | 
The ſubtle Prieſt, who long had watch'd to find 
The moſt unguarded Paſſes of her Mind, 


Beipoke 
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Beſpoke her thus. © Grieve not; tis in your Pow, | 
* Your Lord to reſcue from this fatal Hour. 
Her Boſom pants; ſhe draws her Breath with Pain: 
A ſudden Horror thrills thro evry Vein; 

Life ſeems ſuſpended, on his Words Intent; 


And her Soul trembles for the great Event. 


The Prieſt proceeds: Embrace the Faith of Rome, 


* And ward your own, your Lord's, and Father's 
Doom, 


Ye bleſſed Spirits! now your Charge ſuſtain ; 


The paſt was Eaſe ; now firſt ſhe ſuffers Pain. 

J Muſt ſhe pronounce her Father's Death? muſt ſhe 
po Bid Guilford bleed? it muſt not, cannot be. 

It cannot be! But 'tis the Chriſtian's Praiſe, 
Above Impoſſibilities to raiſe 

il The Weakneſs of our Nature, and deride 

| n Of vain Philoſophy the boaſted Pride. 


What tho our feeble Sinews ſcarce impart 


A Moments Swiftneſs to the feather'd Dart; 
Though 
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Though tainted Air our vigorous Youth can break, 
And a chill Blaſt the hardy Warrior ſhake, 

ret are we Strong: Hear the loud Tempeſt roar 
From Eaſt to Weſt, and ca Il us Weak no vices; 


The Lightning's unreſiſted Force proclaims 


our Might; and Thunders raiſe our humble Names, 
Is Our JEHovan fills the Heav'ns; as long 

ks He ſhall reign Almighty, We are Strong: 

We, by Devotion, borrow from his Throne, 
Ind almoſt make Ommnipotence our own: 


Wc force the Gates of Heav'n by fervent Prayer, 


Ind call forth Triumphs out of Man's Deſpair. 


Our lovely Mourner kneeling, lifts her Eyes 


und bleeding Heart in Silence to the Skies, 
Devoutly ſad Then bright ning, like the Day, 
When ſudden Winds ſweep ſcatter d Clouds Wy, | 
Shining ! in Majeſty till now unknown, 
ind breathing Life and Spirit {carce her own; 
de, riſing, ſpeaks. © « If theſe the Terms 

Me Here 
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Here Guilford, cruel Guilford, (barb'rous Man! 
Is this thy Love?) as ſwift as Lightning ran; 
O'erwhelm d her with tempeſtuous Sorrow fraught, 
And ſtifled, 1 its Birth, the mighty Thought: 
Then, burſting freſn into a Flood of Tears, 
Fierce, reſolute, delirious with his Fears, 

His Fears for her alone: He beat his Breaſt, 

And thus the Fervour of his Soul expreſt. 

* Oh! let thy Thought o'er our paſt Converſe rove, 
And ſhew one Moment uninflam'd with Love! 

* Oh! if thy Kindneſs can no longer laſt, 

* In Pity to thy ſelf, forget the paſt! 

« Elſe wilt thou never, void of Shame and Fear, 
* Pronounce his Doom, wh om thou haſt held ſo dear, 
* Thou, who haſt took me to thy Arms, and ſwore | 
* Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more; 
hat to continue, was its utmoſt Pow” r, 


as And make the future like the preſent 1 


” Now! 
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« Now call a Ruffian; bid his cruel Sword 

« Lay wide the Boſom of thy worthleſs Lord; 

« 'Transfix his Heart, (ſince you its Love diſclaim) 
« And ſtain his Honour with a Traytor's Name. 
« This might perhaps be born without Remorſe; 
© But ſure a Father's Pangs will have their Force. 
© Shall his good Age, ſo near its Journey's End, 
Through cruel Torment to the Grave deſcend ? 
His ſhallow Blood all iſſue at a Wound, 
© Waſh a Slave's Feet, and ſmoak upon the Ground? 
* But he to you has ever been ſevere; 


Ihen take your Vengeance — Suffolk now drew 
, (near; 


Bending beneath the Burden of his Care, 
His Robes neglected, and his Head was Gare 3 
Decrepit Winter, in the yearly Ring, | 3 
Thus flowly creeps, to meet the blooming Spring: 
Downward he caſt a melancholy Look, | 
Thrice turn d, to hide his Grief; chen faintly ſpoke 
* Now deep in Years, and forward in Becay, : 
8 That Ax can only rob me of a Day: 


1 r For. 
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At this, afar his burſting Groans were heard; 


Has the Queen brib'd you to diſtreſs her Foe? 
O weak Deſerters to Misfortune s Part, 


When ſhe had ſoar'd, to let your Arrows 5 


| Her Flight recover, and diſdain the Wound, 
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* For thee, my Soul's Deſire, I can't refrain; 
« And ſhall my Tears, my laſt Tears flow in vain} 
When you ſhall know a Mother's tender Name, 


« My Heart's Diſtreſs, no longer will you blame. 


The Tears ran trickling down his Silver Beard: 
He ſnatch'd her Hand, which to his Lips he oreft, 
And bid her plant a Dagger in his Breaſt; 
Then, ſinking, call'd her Piety unjuſt, _ 

And ſoil'd his hoary Temples in the Duſt. 


Hard-hearted Men! will you no Mercy know; 


By falſe Affegion thus to pierce her Heart ! 


And fetch her bleeding from the middle Sky? 
And can her Virtue, 7 pringing from the Ground, 


When 6 
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When cleaving Love, and human Intereſt, bind 
The broken Force of her aſl piring Mind? 

As round the gen rous Eagle, which in vain 

Exerts her Strength, the Serpent wreaths his Train, 
Her ſtruggling Wings entangles, curling plies 

His pois'nous Tail, and ſtings her as ſhe flies. 


While yet the Blow's firſt dreadfulWeight ſhe feels, 


And with its Force her Reſolution reels; 

Large Doors, unfolding with a mournful Sound, 
lo View diſcover, welt ring on the Ground, 

Three headleſs Trunks of thoſe, whoſe Arms main- 
Mind in her Wars Immortal Glory gain'd. 8 
Ine lifted Ax aſſur d her ready Doom, 

ö ind ſilent Mourners ſadden'd all the Room. 
Pall I proceed, or here break off my Tale, 


or Truths, to ſtagger Human Faith, reveal? 


' She met this utmoſt Malice of her Fate 
, ith Chriſtian Dignity, and pious State. 


The 
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The beating Storm's propitious Rage ſhe bleſt, 
And all the Martyr triumph in her Breaſt. 
Her Lord and Father, for a Moment's Space, 
She ſtrictly folded in her ſoft Embrace 

Then thus ſhe ſpoke, while Angels heard on high, 
And ſudden Gladneſs ſmil'd along the Sky. 
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< Your Over-fondneſs has not mov'd my Hate; 


* * hn. 
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— 1 am well pleasd you make my Death ſo great. 


— 


I joy I cannot ſave you, and have giv'n 


— 


© Two Lives, much dearer than my-own, to Heavn. 
If ſo the Queen decrees. But I have Cauſe 
* hope my Blood will ſatisfy the Laws; 
* And there is Mercy ſtill, for you, in Store: 


* With me the Bitterneſs of Death is o'er. 


He ſhot his Sting in that Farewel- Embrace; 
And all, that is to come, is Joy and Peace. 
Ihen let miſtaken Sorrow be ſuppreſt, 


Nor ſeem to envy my approaching Reſt. 


Then, 
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Then, turning to the Miniſters of Fate, 

She, ſmiling, ſays, x My Victory compleat : 

« And tell your Queen, I thank her for the Blow, 
« And grieve my Gratitude I cannot ſhow : 

« A poor Return I leave in England's Crown, 
For Everlaſting Pleaſure, and Renown. 

« Her Guilt alone allays this Happy Hour; 


© Her Guilt, the only Vengeance in her Pow'r- 


Her Lord and Father view, with Tranſport fill'd, 
Their utmoſt Efforts to her Virtue yield ; 
Her firm Reſiſtance, fluſh'd with Shame, approve, 
With Joy exulting, while they die with Love. 
Not Rome, untouch d with Sorrow, heard her Fate; 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 


Thus to bright Cecil I preſume to ſing, 
While Britain ſerves a Greater than a King; 
To 
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To vindicate her Sex, and Man chaſtiſe, 


Who dreams himſelf alone, or good, or wiſe. 

To what an Height this Female-Martyr roſe, 
And number d Life and Love among her Foes; 
While Man, Apoſtate to his better Thought, 
Againſt his Wiſhes impotently fought? 

Our Britiſh Fair, ye Loves, and Graces, lead 
Through ev'ry Grove, o'er ev'ry verdant Mead; 

if On ev'ry Hill and Vale let CEC II tread, 

| That Flowers may ſpring, to ſtrow the lovely Dead, 


Ye Lilies, dip your Bells in whiter Snow; 
| | Ye Roſes, with a richer Scarlet glow, 
. To deck her Sacred Tomb: Bleſsd Shade, receive 
Theſe late, but earneſt Honours paid thy Grave; 
f Nor deem it, moſt Eſteem d, a ſlight Reſpect, 
ji When living Wonders we for thee neglect; 
When to thy Duſt our zealous Harp is ſtrung, 


While Blooming Ce c 1L's Self remains unſ ung. 
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